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One 


Author's Notes: 
mmmm drummersmut 


If Tico hadn't thought drumming was sexual before, he did now. Yeah, it always had that undertone - pulsing, 
throbbing, every muscle in his body primed and ready, working into a sweat-soaked frenzy borne of absolute 
passion. It wasn't unusual for him to finish a set with his cock hard and aching for release. 


Of course, this particular case of tight shorts had more to do with the other man on the stage than the kit. 


Nicko was attacking the drums like a madman, sweat glistening and making trails along flushed skin Tico ached 


to follow with his tongue, muscles practically dancing under his skin as he played. 


A contest, right. Great fucking idea, see who tires out first, show off for their audience. The audience who had 
faded away into nothing, who Tico was sure in some part of his brain he should be aware of but who were far 


less important than the ache and the need and the powerful body in the corner of his eye. 


He knew it affected Nicko the same way, knew that big cock would be rock hard in those tight fucking shorts 


he wore, knew he ached and burned and needed it as bad as Tico. 


The knowledge sent an extra surge of heat through his veins, his efforts redoubling, driven by thoughts of the 
roughness of those hands and the heat of that greedy mouth and all the power in that body, the way every 
single thing about that man rendered him completely fucking helpless. 


Tico's blood boiled, heart pounding so hard he was sure it would leap out of his chest and he could only hope 
he wouldn't hit it if it landed on the drums, his cock so hard it was a serious struggle to not throw down the 


sticks and jerk off right there. Or better yet, lunge across the stage and ride the Hell out of Nicko. 
But there was an audience, right. 


As much as he hated to admit it, his body was reaching the limit, every resource stretched thin. But he 
wasn't going to quit because that smug bastard - that smug, sexy bastard, who was going to get screwed so 


hard his ancestors would feel it - would never let him live it the fuck down. 


Anyway, if anything forced him to quit it would be the painful erection bursting out of his shorts, not 


exhaustion. 


Someone tapped his shoulder and there was a card in front of his eyes - OUT OF TIME, WRAP IT UP. And Tico 
almost waved it off until he saw there was a card in front of Nicko, too, and they'd both be done at the same 


time. No loss. 
Good. 


Nicko was watching him as they slowed, eyes burning into his face and then his chest and a trail down his 
stomach and God but he was gonna burst in his pants just from that intense stare. 


The organizer thanked them and waved them off stage so he could wrap up, and Tico practically tackled Nicko 
as soon as they were out of easy sight, kissing him hard enough to break teeth and grinding against one of 
those big thighs. Nicko's hands grabbed his ass roughly and lifted him, pinning him against the wall and kissing 


him like there was no tomorrow. 


Tired, Tico was so fucking tired but somewhere he was finding the energy to tighten his legs around Nicko's 
waist and keep contact with the cock he could feel through their shorts, digging his heels in until Nicko gasped 
and pushed him harder against the wall, lips moving down to feast on his neck as those big strong hands 


squeezed his ass. 


Anyone could've walked by, heard their grunts and groans and Tico's hoarse pleas and come to investigate but 
that didn't make any fucking difference to the rutting pair. Tico was pistoning his hips, heat and pressure and 
rough fabric coiling up in him, fingers digging into Nicko's shoulders every breath a struggle as pleasure 


overwhelmed him. 


He wanted that cock, wanted Nicko to let him down, strip him, shove him back against the rough concrete wall 
and fuck him until he couldn't see, but Nicko wasn't letting him go anywhere and all too soon the dam broke 
and Tico clawed at Nicko's back, body jerking as he came so hard his vision blurred, Nicko's usual roar muffled 
in his neck. 


Tico felt like his bones were water, body slumping against the wall as Nicko set him down, wobbling a litte 
before leaning against the wall himself. 


"You know what them stopping us before we finished means, love?" 


Tico knew that grin, fucking loved that grin so wicked and full of promise even thirty seconds after he'd come. 


"What?" 


"We'll need to come up with a tiebreaker." 


